The Glory of the Consulate
Napoleon's name was borne from passing lips, the three
words .she murmured: "Defeat, then betrayal!"
Letizia did not stay in the rue Rocher much longer.
Joseph, on the rising tide, had taken over the old Mar-
boeuf palace; and the weary woman, who had no mind for
palaces, went with her brother into more modest quarters,
on the rue Mont Blanc, furnishing some of the rooms
out of her own purse.
The news that reached her in this retreat was still
alarming. Joseph and Lucien, backed by their coteries of
sycophants, were quarreling over the .succession to the
consulship for life. And Lucien was paying no attention
at all to business; had had a rubber stamp made and was
letting his subordinates attach his signature as minister
of the interior to important documents. Naturally
Napoleon was furious.
Even the girls were involved in disputes, jealously
demanding titles and preferment for themselves and hus-
bands, precedence over Josephine at dinners and ban-
quets, also front places in that line forming about a
hypothetical throne, whispers of which were now heard
everywhere.
It all disgusted Letizia, who asked so little for herself;
yet she was inclined to take sides with her flesh and blood
when she saw Josephine intriguing for a match between
Louis and Hortense. It may have been Napoleon's idea;
but Letizia thought that the creole had maneuvered
things so cleverly that Napoleon at last fancied it his
own. For he had been vastly disappointed in this brother
for whom he had sacrificed so much, and who had turned
out such a poor excuse for an officer and was degenerat-
ing into a morbid neurasthenic, obsessed with the fear of
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